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( PHONE RINGING THEN PICKED UP) 
Hellot 
(FILTER) Mr. Bill Carter, City Editor? 
Yes, Operator, 
We have a cablegram for you. 
Read it please! 
It's from Shanghai, China, sir. It reads...’ Am sailing 
for States on August 16, Harris is dead} W111 tell you 
all on arrival." It's signed.."Peters.” 
(EXCITED) Was that word, "dead"? 
Yes sir! 
Er...thank you, operator} 
Do you wish to send a reply, Mr. Carter? 


No reply, operator...no reply! 
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(HARBOR NOISES...UP...ESTABLISH, THEN FADE UNDER) 
(PROJECTING) Harry...oh, Harry...over here! 
(WORKING IN) Hey, Bill....,how are you, boss? 
Glad to see you, Harry. Let's get you through customs then 
I went to have a long talk with you. 
Yeah, I guess you want to know about Harris...poor guyt 
Why didn't you cable more news? You've been driving 
me nuts} 
It's a long story, Bill. And it needs a lot of telling. 
Okay, I'11 do a lot of listening. Come on, here's 


Customs. Check your luggage and we'll be on our way! 
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Okay, Harry. My office is as good a place as any to 
start it rolling. Go ahead! 
Well, when you sent Harris and myself out on this 
assignment, you gave us all the leeway we needed, We 
could go anywhere and any place we thought we could find 
a story. 
So the first thing you both do is go to Siberia. 
It's one of the piggest yet least written about places 
in the world, We knew we'd find a lot there. 
Those first few stories were okay...the ones from 
Southern Siberia after you moved out of Chine. 
We spent a month there. IJ may as well be frank and tell 
you that we didn't get along too well on the trip. 
I knew you two guys didn't like one another. But you and 
he were the best reporter-photographer team I had. For 
the good of the paper, I thought you'd call it off. 
Well, I tried my best but Harris made it too tough. When 
we got up to Khatanga at the end of June things went 
from bad to worse. 
Where's Khatanga? You didn't file any stories from 
there. 
It's a little city way up on the tip of Northern Siberia. 
It's about five hundred miles from the Artic Ocean. 
Well, one night, Harris and I had it out. I clipped him 
sort of hard and he got sore as the devil. He stormed 
out of our hut and that was the last I saw of him alive. 


What happened to him? 
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He must have gotten lost in the night for when we found 
him, he was frozen to death and about ten miles off the 
road leading to our place. 
You know, Harry. All this makes me feel pretty bad. I 
Lost a swell guy and an ace photographer in Harris and 
now, I've got to lose a good reporter. 
What do you mean? 
Stay where you are, Harry, 


T mean I don't hire murderers t 


I'm calling the police! 
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How does City Editor Bill Carter know that Harry Peters 


lied in his story? In just a moment we'll know but first 
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(COMMERC IAL) 


And now, back to our story’ You're crazy, Bill. Ff didn't 


kill Harris. 

Then you had no need to tell me such a cockeyed story. 
You were in Siberia all right...you filed a story from 
there but it was southern Siberia and not Khatanga which 
by your own description, is almost in the Artic Circle. 
You were there in the summer and during the season, my 
globe trotting friend, that part of Siberia has no night. 
Just a simple lesson in metorology crosses up your 

whole story. It was you who was in the dark, Harryeeces 


not Harris! 


